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	1. Meet Violet

**~Just My Luck~**

-Violet-

"Right hand to blue!" My little sister, Rosie, squealed. I shot a look at the nearest blue, which was on my left side.

_Really? Why, of all colors, did it have to be blue?  
><em>

We were playing the game Twister with my twin younger brothers, Ryan and Jordan.

At the moment, we were tangled up in one giant mess of arms and legs. Ryan was on top of me, my left leg was under Jordan, and Jordan's right arm was over me. I slyly reached over to the closest blue one and slapped my right hand down on it.

Ha! Take that boys.

Sadly, Ryan and Jordan managed to stay in the game as well.

Ugh!

My arms were seriously starting to hurt. I've never had much arm strength, I've always been more of a runner type of person. Push-ups and handstands were definitely _not_ my forte. Ryan must have sensed my frustration because he turned his head and stuck his tongue out at me.

"Hey!" I cried, causing Rosie and Jordan to giggle. Rosie was about to spin the black arrow again, when my mom walked in on us.

"Children, I need you guys to-" She stopped short when she saw us. Her warm, soft brown eyes looked absolutely bewildered at the sight of us all piled on top of one another.

Rosie giggled.

"Hey, Mom." Ryan and Jordan said simultaneously. She was staring at us like we had just dropped from the moon, which we might as well have. I think she was more shocked that we were actually _playing_ with each other instead of arguing and fighting, like usual. There was an awkward pause.

Not knowing what else to do, I looked up and said, "S-so...how's the weather?"

She blinked at me, then shook her head, "Um...Listen, I need you guys to come with me. I need to tell you something important."

Uh oh.

When Mom has to tell us something "important" it's never good. The last time she had to tell us something "important" was when she had to give a very teary explanation about our father, who was no longer with us.

Ryan tried to flip his jet black hair out of his brown eyes, Justin Bieber style, but failed miserably. "You can tell us right now."

She looked a little uncomfortable. "Well...you seem sort of busy."

Jordan rolled his chocolate brown eyes at her. "Mom, we're _fine_. Now go on."

She sighed. "I don't know..."

Rosie bounced up and down making her bright red curls bounce. Her brown eyes were filled with pleading. "Pleeeeeeeaaaaase, Mommy?"

My mother tried to hide her smile. "Nevermind. Why don't we just forget I said anything."

She was almost to the door when we all chorused, "_Mom_!"

My mother laughed. "Alright, alright!" Her face turned serious. "I...I"m going on a four-year art tour to learn how to become an artist!"

Our pile fell to the ground.

It took a while for us to untangle ourselves. With the occasional, "Ow!" and "GET OFF OF ME BEFORE I LOOSE THE CIRCULATION IN MY LEG!" we finally managed to separate from each other. Jordan got up and brushed off his jeans. What a neat freak. "_What_?"

My mother sighed and cupped his face. "You know I've always wanted to be an artist, sweetie. This is my big chance, and I know you kids are old enough to take care of Rosie now so-"

Ryan got up. "_Four years_? Do you _know_ how long that is?"

I could see the anger in his eyes. This was not good. Ryan has a little trouble controlling his temper. It never got to the pint where he hurt anyone-thankfully-but his face would start to turn red, and he'd start to get goosebumps. It was actually kind of gross.

My mother sighed, "Ryan, honey, I know this is hard for you to process, but-"

"_Process_?" Ryan balled his fists, "Where are _we_ going to go? We can't go with you, can we?"

Mom bit her lip.

"Exactly," Ryan huffed, "You're going to leave us just like Dad did."

There was an uncomfortable silence in the air. No one liked to talk about Dad. He died on a cruise ship. Mom had given him that ticket because every day he had been getting more and more stressed. She thought he needed a break, and what better way to relax, then to go on a cruise? The last thing I ever said to him before he got on the boat was, "I'll see you soon."

Just thinking about seeing the ship turned on its side on the news the next day made my insides churn. He was one of the forty-two people to not make it back to shore safely.

Everyone says Rosie got his red hair, and I got his baby blue eyes. I got Mom's black wavy hair, though, which really doesn't surprise me. The twins got Mom's chocolate brown eyes, and black hair.

My mother placed her hands on Ryan's shoulders, "Honey, you're not losing me. I'll just be away for a little while." She ruffled Ryan's hair gently and kissed him on the top of the head. "I'll be back to visit you before you know it. I promise."

Not knowing what else to do, I stood up and said, "Well. I'm glad you're going."

Everyone turned to stare at me. Gosh, I hate it when people stare at me, "I think it's a great opportunity." Everyone looked at me expectantly, waiting for something else, but nothing came out. There was nothing left for me to say. The words got caught in my throat, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't get them out.

My mother looked grateful. "Thank you, Violet. You all will be staying with your uncle Tom , so I suggest you get packing. I leave in three days."

Rosie jumped up and down. "Yay! Artist! Yay!"

Ryan on the other hand wasn't too thrilled. "_Uncle Tom_? As in, _Australia_? Mom, we're in _California_!"

She nodded her head slowly. "Yes."

Ryan crossed his arms. "There goes _my_ reputation." And stomped out. Even though he's 9, he still acts like a 5-year-old. It's sad, really. Besides, he doesn't even _have _a reputation.

My mother smiled. It had been so long since I'd seen her this happy, and seeing her happy made me feel even sicker to the stomach. I wanted to be happy for her, but for some reason I just felt...I don't know. Angry, confused, and annoyed all wrapped into one.

I clomped up the stairs into my bedroom, and flopped onto my purple and green, cotton blanket. My mind was reeling. Mom was going to be away for four entire years. Never, in my fourteen years of living, would I have thought that my mom would leave us, too. I was five when Dad died. That was probably one of the hardest things to ever happen in my life. Sure, I didn't fully understand what was going on _then_, but as I grew older, I started to fully understand. He's gone.

Now, mom was leaving. I knew we'd be able to handle ourselves, but still. This was a pretty big shock. Not to mention that it was all so sudden.

I dragged out my big lime green suitcase from under my bed and started to pack my clothes, my teddy bear named Marvin (Don't ask), my hairbrush, and my toothbrush. It took me a full two hours to finish packing, but I managed to do it anyway. Sighing, I took a look out of the window. Bright green grass was staring back at me. It looked so inviting, and so...well..._green_.

We're staying with Uncle Tom, huh? Great. Fantastic. Please note the sarcasm. Don't get me wrong I love him and everything, it's just, well, he's Uncle Tom. Last time I saw him, he had a huge mustache, and a tattoo that said, 'My True Home: Tennessee'

See, Uncle Tom and my mom, were born and raised in Tennessee. My mom moved to California only a few years after college. My uncle, however, stayed there for most of his life, until disaster struck.

Uncle Tom met a nasty, old witch who just wanted to use him for his money. Her name was Flushana. They eventually got married, but, oh no, that wasn't enough for Flushana. She wanted to travel the world and see everything there was to imagine and loved the thought of seeing different sights. Together, they moved across to Queensland, Australia where they stayed for two years.

Next, Flushana wanted to move to Paris, but Uncle Tom, of course, could not afford that, so Flushana left him. No one really cared because she was a jerk, anyway. Uncle Tom decided to just stay in Queensland since he couldn't afford to go back to Tennessee, and that's where he's been for the past six years.

It's just my luck, he lives near a beach. I hate the water. Since my dad was killed, I've been deathly afraid of it. Even taking a bath for me is twenty minutes of almost drowning.

I flopped down on my bed, and sighed. I'll sure miss the bright green grass.

* * *

><p>"Let me get this straight." Lola, my best friend in the entire world, said holding up a finger. "<em>Australia<em>?"

I nodded grimly. We were sitting on my bed the next day, each of us eating out of a bag of Skittles, trying to make our last moment together last. Since it was Saturday, she was allowed to come over. Even though, her parents are very strict about her school work. The warm January sun cast a golden ray of light through my window.

She looked a me with her caramel brown eyes. "You gotta be kidding me?"

I shook my head. "Not kidding."

Lola stood there staring at me, obviously hoping that I was joking. Finally, she seemed to get the vibe that I was not. "Your really leaving?" She whispered. Lola shook her chestnut brown hair back and forth. "This can't be happening. Who am I gonna talk to now?"

I was Lola's only friend. It was sad, but true. The only reason we even became friends in the first place was because we both forgot to wear sneakers to gym, so we were told to sit out. This made me feel even worse about leaving. I wrapped an arm around her and said, "I'll keep in touch. Besides it's only four years. We'll see each other again."

Lola smiled. "Maybe."

I sighed, and leaned back on my hands, "You know I wish some things could just be permanent. Forever. You know what I mean?"

"I guess I can kind of relate, but..." Leaving her thought unfinished, she snapped her fingers, walked over to my desk, and pulled a permanent marker from my drawer. "What are you doing?" I asked.

Lola smiled. "I'm gonna make something permanent."

"Lola what-" But before I could finish, or even had time to protest, she grabbed my bright green converse. On the once clean, rubber toe of the sneaker she wrote, 'B.F.F.L's are permanent.'

I smiled warmly at her. "You know, I'm going to really miss you, Lola."

She nodded you too. And with that we tackled each other in one giant bear hug.

* * *

><p>Here we are three days later at the airport, kissing our mother goodbye. It is currently 5 A.M. and I am not happy. Especially since we're leaving in the middle of the school year! Mom had tears in her eyes, and was trying to frantically wipe them away so she wouldn't smudge her make-up.<p>

"Now you be good for your uncle, okay? Don't give him any trouble."

Jordan nodded, "I will." I could tell he was trying to be the responsible one, even though that's my job, since I'm the oldest. But I guess he can take over for a while.

Ryan stared at the ground and said nothing.

Rosie's lip was trembling. "Mommy?"

My mother knelt down and scooped her up into one massive hug. "I'll miss you. All of you."

My stomach twisted into knots, half from sadness, and the other half from nerves. Above us, a crackly voice was saying something about Australia boarding.

Jordan sighed. "Well, we better get moving. Love you, Mom."

"Love you too, Sweetie." She engulfed both of the twins in one massive hug.

My stomach felt queasy. I didn't want to leave. This was the only real home I knew. My dad was born and raised here; this place was the only one that reminded me of him. I can't just get up and go. My eyes stung from the tears that were about to form in my eyes. I was fighting them. I, Violet Rose Reeves, never ever cried. When died died I cried so hard that I couldn't cry anymore. So finally, I just stopped. I haven't cried ever since, and I was not going to cry now.

Jordan helped Rosie up the plane's stairs, while Ryan stomped on without a word. I was about to follow his example when Mom stopped me.

"Violet?" My mother asked. I looked up and tried to wipe my face of emotions. Even though I wanted to say something, my throat was tight, and I knew any minute the tears would fall.

"This isn't the last time you'll see me, Vi."

_You don't know that, Mom. _I thought to myself. But I knew if I said that out loud, I'd ruin the moment.

I sniffled, still trying to hold back the flow of tears. "I know."

My mother brushed a loose strand of hair that had come out of my ponytail. "Remember, I put you and your brothers and sister on a program. It makes sure that the flight attendants watch you the entire time you're on that plane."

I took a deep, shaky breath. "They watch over us?"

She nodded, causing her long curly black hair to move up and down. "Yes. They'll take good care of you. I'm sure of it."

I fidgeted, trying to straighten out my simple dark green top. I looked down at it. The shirt was once dark green and had the words 'I :( Mondays' as a design on it. But now it was all just one green blob. The tears building in my eyes were making everything blurry. I was sure my eyes were this disgusting color red that always happened when I cried. I was also wearing the bright green converse that Lola had scribbled all over. I could barely make out the words 'B.F.F.L's'.

All of a sudden, my mother squeezed me into a tight hug. "I love you."

"Love you, too."

We stood there for what seemed like forever. I honestly didn't want to let go.

A peppy voice came over the intercom that practically ruined the entire moment. "Last call for passengers leaving for Australia! Last call!"

My mom let go, wiping away her tears that I didn't notice two seconds ago. "Time for you to leave."

"Yup." I nodded. I looked away because I knew if I took one look at her I would start crying too, and it'd turn into this huge crying fest.

She helped me with my carry-on bags as I boarded the giant white airplane. Since we were part of that weird program my mother was talking about, we got to sit up front closer to the captain; for safety precautions I guess. After we settled down the giant plane slowly, but surely began to take flight.

The last sight of California, was what I saw out of the tiny airplane window and the last image of my mother. Jordan, Ryan, Rosie and I all sat together in a row. I saw flight attendants pointing at us, and whispering. Honestly, I was getting kind of nervous. As the plane took off, Rosie's eyes began to water. "Mommy...gone?"

_'Great. What has Ryan been telling her THIS time?' _I thought as I gently explained to her that we'd see her again. Normally, I enjoy heights, I mean, you're free, absolutely free, but this particular ride, I was not too thrilled about. Rosie began to cry not even five minutes after we took lift off. Ryan was yelling at her to shut up, and Jordan was yelling at _him_ to stop yelling at her.

I decided to stop the nonsense immediately because the other passengers on board began to look back our way. But instead of _solving_ the problem, I ended up getting sucked into it. There we were, all yelling at each other while poor little Rosie cried until l the noise she could make were these little hiccup noises. Yup, that's pretty much how we started out our first day in Australia.

After about fifteen minutes of me trying to shut them up, a flight attendant with brown hair tied into a tight ponytail. "Um, hi. I'm Cathy, and I'll be at your service today. If you need anything, or are feeling uncomfortable, just feel free to call me." She smiled brightly, then walked away.

I settled back against the soft, seat. Apparently, this woman was supposed to watch us until the plane ride was over.

Across from me, I saw a woman giving us the evil look. Apparently, we were louder than I thought. Normal people would give one nasty look, then glance away, but this woman just kept staring at us, and having someone glance in your direction every five minutes was not something I'd call fun. I absolutely _despise_ getting stared at.

* * *

><p>When we finally arrived at the airport, about 21 hours later, my uncle was waiting there holding a sign upside-down that read, 'Zeeves'. He looked almost exactly how I remembered him. He had sunglasses over his eyes, so I couldn't tell what his eyes looked like. He had the same tattoo scrawled on his right arm, and looked very proud of it. He was wearing an old, black, and tattered biking jacket, and dusty old blue jeans. His cowboy boots matched his jacket perfectly, and of course, he had the same bushy black mustache.<p>

"It's 'Reeves' not 'Zeeves'" Ryan huffed. I could tell he was going to be a pain these next four years even before we get to see the house.

"Who cares?" Jordan asked. He was obviously trying to keep up his attempt of being the responsible one up. "At least he bothered to show up."

"It's our last name! How can you _not_ care?"

I rolled my eyes. Ryan can be _so_ dramatic. "Just deal with it, Ryan."

Rosie, being the sweet innocent 5-year-old she is, ran up to Uncle Tom and screamed, "TOMMY!"

He put his black sunglasses on the top of his, which showed off his chocolate brown eyes almost identical to ours, and laughed. When he spoke he had a country accent. "Well, that's pretty dang close."

"Hi, Uncle Tom." Ryan said through gritted teeth.

Uncle Tom didn't seem to notice, he took one look at me, then smiled."Why, Violet Rose Reeves! Look at you! You've grown so much."

I smiled politely. "Thanks, Uncle Tom."

Just then Jordan rolled up to us with all of our bags. He was wheezing slightly, "Geez, Vi, what did you _put_ in here? A refrigerator?"

I rolled my eyes as I grabbed my bag from him. I got a better look outside. I glanced down at my watch, which read, **7: 13 P.M.**

Huh. It was still light enough to go outside.

Uncle Tom motioned us to follow him. "I've got a surprise for you!"

We shrugged at each other and followed him.

Uncle Tom led us out to the parking lot, where an old, red pick-up truck sat. It had clumps of dried dirt all over it and looked at least 20 years old.

"Hop on in! I just got it cleaned this morning."

The inside was worse than the outside, if that's even possible. The poor truck smelled like it had been bathed in beef jerky. It was littered with candy wrappers, McDonald's cups, some old clothes, clusters of papers, but the truck mainly consisted of beef jerky bags.

Jordan took note of this. "You JUST cleaned it?"

Uncle Tom nodded. "This ole' bad boy's been runnin' since you was a baby." Jordan's eyes were the size of baseballs. Just as Jordan is about to give one of his long cleaning lectures, Uncle Tom turns on the engine. At first, all that came out was a wheeze, then a cloud of smoke, but then the engine fired up.

"I can tell." Ryan muttered.

We drove down the long road, in our dusty, smelly truck, listening to Rosie's continuous singing of, 'Rudolf the Red-nosed Reindeer.' Unfortunately, she only knew the first line, so it was really more like, "Rudolf the Red-nosed Reindeer, had a very shiny nose! Rudolf the Red-nosed Reindeer, had a very shiny nose!"

By the time we pulled into his long driveway, I was ready to bolt out of the car. But that was before I got a glimpse of our house. I was half-way out of the car when I saw it.

The house was big, I' m talking mansion type of big. It sat right on top of the beach, so that the entire backyard was a part of the ocean. Just looking at the clear sea-green water made me grimace. I looked over to the left, trying to draw my attention away from the watery death-trap. I saw a pier, lined with several shops and docking boats.

Jordan gave me a light shove, obviously dying to get out of the car himself. "Come on, Vi. Move it, or loose it!"

I turned towards him, and gave him a small smile. "I'm going to go to the pier. Want to come?"

* * *

><p><strong>First H2O Fanfiction EVER! So tell me what you think ;)<strong>

**Rain~***


	2. Meet Blake

**~The New Girl~**

-Blake-

"Come on, it'll be fun!" I mimicked my older brother, Danny, as I lugged a pail of mashed up sardines over to my dad's store. "It's not much work! Not to mention you get-" I slammed the bucket onto the table as hard as I could. "PAID!"

See, my dad owns a fishing shop. It's not very big, but it sells the most _disgusting_ things ever. Now, I'm more on the tomboy side, so I'm okay with getting a little dirty, but mashed up fish? No thanks.

My older brother had _insisted_ that I start helping him and Dad out in the shop. See, the shop was basically this small, lifeless shack that sits on the edge of the pier, literally ten feet away from our real home. Danny said it would be easy for me because the bait shop is _right there_! At first, my dad did _not_ seem fond of the idea, but somehow my brother managed to talk him into it.

So here I am lugging sardines and tuna back and forth between the docks and the shop. It's actually pretty easy, since we live literally right next to it, but going back and forth gets pretty boring.

I live in a family of boys. Mom died about three months after I was born, and to those who are wondering, yes, I am the youngest. I actually have two older brothers, but Jimmy went off to collage to live his dream of being a scientist and left us to handle the shop by ourselves, so now Danny, Dad, and I are stuck running it.

Wiping the sweat from my brow, I turned around and went back for more fish. See, we've formed this whole little system. My dad goes fishing and catches a bunch when we're in school, and when we come home he puts them in buckets, gives it to me, and I give it to Danny, who pours it into buckets.

"Come on, Lea! What are you 34? LET'S GO!" My father called. He was holding three buckets of fish in his hand, and had stains all over his once white shirt. I sprinted over to him completely exhausted. "Dad, I told you to call me Blake!"

Let me back it up a bit. Hi, I'm Azalea (Az-a-lea) Beckett Blakely. Nice name, right? WRONG! I DESPISE my first and middle name, so I tell people to call me Blake. I am fourteen years of age, and very short. I have elbow length, wavy brown hair, side-bangs, and goldish-green eyes. My hobbies include: Drawing mustaches on people, _not_ working at the bait shop, wearing things that would make popular girl faint in horror, and annoying my brother. Now, on with the story:

My father's light brown eyes had a hint of humor in them. He shook his head. "But that wouldn't make any sense, Lea. We're _all_ Blakes."

"No _you_ and Danny are _Blakelys_. I am just Blake." I picked up the pail and began to walk away, when I heard him call. "Pick up the pace, _Azalea_!"

How Danny manages to convince him of things, I'll never know. I was about two steps away from Danny, when I heard a shrill, yet annoying, voice squeal, "Well, Little Miss Bait-shop has managed –For the fourth time this week - to wear the most hideous thing she could find!"

I looked down at my outfit. It wasn't _that _bad. I had on a green and black, plaid, flannel shirt that was three sizes too big, unbuttoned, showing off my white T-shirt underneath. I was also wearing jean Capri's, and black converse. My right laces, a bright magenta; left laces, a pumpkin orange.

I whirled around slopping fish all over the ground. Facing me, were three of the most annoying girls in town: Callista Johnson, the leader; Joline McMasters, a follower; And finally, Lucky Leonardo (Don't ask me HOW she got popular with THAT name); another follower.

Callista, Joline, and Lucky were all wearing the same thing: Tank top, jean shorts, flip flops, sunglasses, necklaces, ad were each licking an ice-cream cone.

The only difference in their outfits was the color.

Callista wore her long, brown hair down and was showing off her pink jewelry, pink shirt, and pink ice-cream. Basically, everything was pink except for the shorts.

Joline had her dark brown hair up into a ponytail, and practically had on everything blue. Even her eyes were blue, but she probably wore contacts. The weird thing was, she and somehow managed to find blue ice-cream to match her outfit. Weird.

Lucky's blond hair was pulled in a half-ponytail and her chocolate brown eyes here staring down at me with a hint of sympathy. She had on everything green. I couldn't wipe the grin off of my face. Get it? Lucky? Green? Yeah, I'm not funny.

Anyway:

"When are you Barbie dolls going to understand, that the world is not a fashion show?" I grumbled. "And what are you doing at a bait shop?"

Callista shrugged. "Just hanging around."

I snorted.

Right.

She is just here because she wants to annoy me. Normally, I try and pretend it doesn't work, but today I was hot and sweaty from running, so I was not in the mood for their annoying selves.

"Look, can you guys, like, leave? I'm trying to concentrate here." I said turning around. Callista's owl eyes widened. "You don't want my service?"

I was about to scream, '_NO! NOW GET OUT OF MY SHOP BEFORE I GET THE BROOM!'_, but thought better of it. Instead, I put my bucket down, plastered a totally fake smile on my face and said, "What can I get you?"

Callista smiled. "Well, me and my friends would each like six buckets of worms." Her friends giggled. "Please hurry." Callista added coldly.

'_The worms! Why did she have to say the worms?' _I thought frantically.

"Hurry up! We don't want to be here all day!" Joline hissed. Slowly, I made my way to the back of the store. There were three of them and they each wanted six so...Eighteen buckets! I sure hope they have enough to pay for that. One by one I took a bucket and headed back on the counter.

Apparently, I was not going fast enough, because they kept yelling, "It would help if you stacked five on top of the other instead of four."

So I ended up bringing five each time. They were all stacked up on each other, and were on the verge of falling. I was absolutely exhausted by the time I put the stack on the desk.

"Why don't you try six at a time? It'd be faster, and we wouldn't have to wait!" Callista shouted. It was already on the verge of falling, but like they say the customer's always right. So I marched back over to the worm section and stacked six boxes of worms.

I almost mad it back to the other side, when Lucky muttered, "Where'd you get those shoes? A garage sale?" Like the idiot I am, I looked down at my shoes, while still making my way towards the counter.

_'They aren't THAT bad...' _I thought. Suddenly, "BLAKE! WATCH OUT!" My brother yelled, but it was too late. I lost my footing, and came crashing down, along with six boxes of worms, each flying one by one on top of me.

"EEEEEEEEEEEEEWWWWWW!" They all screamed at the same time, probably trying to conceal their laughs, but to be honest, I was trying to conceal mine. They all sounded so ridiculous at the moment.

Callista flipped her hair and said, "You can forget about the worms _now_. And I thought this place was professional."

With that, the three left. I was sprawled on the floor covered in worms and other grime. I should've known they didn't want anything. I should've just ignored them while I could.

"Need a hand?" I heard someone say. I look up to see a girl about my age, with bright blue eyes, and raven lack hair. Grateful for some help, I take her hand and steady myself, trying my best not to crush any worms.

"Thanks." I say. "I'm Blake."

"Violet." She says with a little wave. She's wearing dark green shirt that says, 'I :( Mondays' on it, jean Capri's, and bright green converse that have the words 'B.F.F.L's are permanent' written on them.

At first, I'm confused at her answer. "Violet? What's violet? Did I accidentally knock over some purple paint or something?"

The girl smiles. "No. That's my name. Violet."

"Oh..." Was the only thing I could think to say.

_'Well, thanks for making me feel stupid, Violet.' _I say silently in my head. We stood there staring at each other until, I finally managed to think of something to talk about. "So, you're an American?"

She threw her head back with a smile. "Yes. Is it really _that_ obvious? I mean, you're the third person to ask me that."

I laughed. "Well, here we are very observant of other people." I knelt down and began to pick up worms. "Besides, I've never met an American in person before. They have funny accents."

Violet stifled a laugh. "I'll help you clean up if you want." She says, as she kneels down to help me. "I've really got nothing better to do."

I look at her bewildered. "You seriously have nothing to do that's better than cleaning up worms from a bait shop?"

Violet shook her head, as she began scooping piles of worms and gently placing them in the buckets. "Nope. I'm new. I just came here from California."

"Oh," I said, plucking another worm from the ground, "Any reason?"

She nods, and for a moment she looks a little bit wistful, "My mom's going on a trip to learn how to paint really well, so we had to stay here until she gets back, which is in about four years."

I looked confused. "Why don't you just stay with your dad?"

Violet shifted a little. That's when I realized that I had hit a touchy subject. Violet plucked up a plump worm and examine it thoroughly "My dad, um, well he's dead. He died in a boat crash."

I put down the bucket I was holding. "Oh. I'm so sorry." I honestly couldn't imagine life without _my_ dad. It must be tough.

Her bright blue eyes hit my green ones. "Don't be." With that, she went back to work. At that moment, Danny came rushing up to us. "What happened?"

I sighed. "I really don't want to talk about it, Danny."

He looked at me, then at Violet, then back to me. He obviously knew something was up, but I wasn't sharing anything. The situation was all too embarrassing. Without another word, he shrugged, mostly to himself, and walked out of the room.

"Who was that?" Violet asks me after another moment of silence.

"Oh, him?" I shrug, "That's my older brother, Danny"

She nods, but it's more of a distracted nod than an understanding nod.

It took two full hours, but we did it. We cleaned each and every single worm on the floor and stuck it into a bin. It especially took me a while, mainly because my wavy, elbow length, brown hair kept getting in the way. We stand up and brush our hands off.

I turn to her with a grateful smile, "Thanks for the help, Vi. I really needed it."

She smiled. "Happy to help."

"Well," I say, "I better head back. "

Violet checks her watch, "I should probably get going. My uncle will be worried. I told him I'd be back for dinner, and the _last_ thing I need is one of his safety lectures."

I grin at her "I'll see you around."

Just as Violet was about to head out the door, I stopped her. "Hey, do you know what school are you going to go to?"

She blinked a little, as if the thought hadn't occurred to her until now, "Hmmm...I'm not sure. But I guess we'll see tomorrow!" And with one last smile, she skips out of the bait shop.

Huh. I might have just made an actual friend.

* * *

><p>"So what was all the commotion about earlier today?" Asked my dad a he stuffed his face with cheese pizza.<p>

I picked at mine and muttered, "I don't want to talk about it."

He stared at me fora minute. "You know you can tell me anything, right?"

I nodded. "I know, Dad. I'm not hungry, can I just go to bed?"

Danny grinned a little. "Still upset about the worms?"

My dad looked between the both of us. "Worms? What worms?"

"Shut up!" I hissed at him as I marched upstairs.

I laid on my bed, and thought about what would happen tomorrow at school. Would Callista tell everybody bout the worms? Would I have any friends anymore? Who am I kidding, I never had any friends in the first place, so what's there to loose?

Well...Violet seems nice...

Then another thought causes me to moan into my pillow.

I can't believe I let them embarrass me like that! How could I have been so stupid? My mind wondered over to Violet. She had seen what had happened, but who else saw? I hope no one else. That would literally be a living night mare!

Slowly, but surely, my eyes began to droop. I eventually fell into a long and dreamless sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>CHAPTER 2! Please review! ^_^<strong>

**xXAnGeLwInGsXx11: Aww. Thanks!**

**Krystalslazz: Maybe...Hehehehehe...I just added a new idea for my evil concoction-I MEAN STORY! Story. My story...yeah. But anyway, thanks for reviewing.**

**Rain~***


End file.
